the rape of lvcrece. 

The a^ed man that coffers vp his gold, 

Is plagu’d with cramps, and gouts, and painefull fits, 
And fcarce hath eyes his treafure to oehoki, i 

But like ftill pining Tantal-vs he fits. 

And vfeleffe barnestheharued of his wits: 

Hauing no other plealure of his game. 

But torment that it cannot cure his paine. 

S’o then he hath it when he cannot vfe it, 

And leaues it to be maiftred by his yong : 

Who in their pride do prefently abufe it, 

T heir father was too weake, ana they too ftrong 
To hold their curfed-blcffed Fortune long. 

« The fweets we with for, turne to lothed fowrs, 

« Euen in the moment that we call them ours. 

Vnruly blafts wait on the tender tpring, 

Vnholfome weeds take roote with precious flowrs, 
The Adder hiffes where the fweete birds fing, 
WVhat Venue breedes iniquity deuours: 

Y Ve haue no good that we can fay is ours, 

> But ill annexed opportunity 

> Qr kils his life, or elfe his quality. 
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T HER APE OF LVCRECE. 

O opportunity thy guilt i s great, 

Tis thou that executlft the rraytors treason: 

Thou fets the wolfe where he the lambe may get, 
Who eiier plots the finne thou poind the feaion. 

Tis thou that fpurrVft at right, at law, at reafon, 

And in thy ihadie Cell where none may fpie him, 
Sits fin to ceaze the foules that wander by him. 

Thou makeft the vedall violate her oath. 

Thou bloweft the fire when temperance is thawd, 
Thou fmotherd honefiie, thou murthred troth, 
-Thou fowleabbettor, thou notorious bawd, 

Thou planted fcandall, and difplaced lawd. 

Thou rauiiher, thou tray tor, thou falfe thcefe. 
Thy. honie turnes to gall, thy ioy to greefe. 

Thy fecret pleafure turnes to open (hame, 

Thy priuate feafting to a publicke fad, 

Thy finoothing titles to a ragged name, 

-Thy fugred tongue to bitter wormwood tad, 

Thy violent vanities can neuer lad. 

How comes it then, vile opportunity 
Being fo bad,fuch numbers feeke for thee? 
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